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FROM SCHULZE'S « BEZAUBERTE ROSE. 
Dies sang ich dm, als arit dec ersten Rose, 

Auch nor em Lenz der neruen Freud? ersshien, 
Doch tuckisci misoht das Schkksal (sine Loose; 

Ein weiases ze%fs wenn wir tin schwartes riehn ; 
So ruht scbon lttngst nun unter knhlem Moose 
Die mir den Theil der kurzen Lust vsrliehn, 
Und mir iat niehts aos jener Zeit geblieben, 
Als nur die* Lied* mein Leiden, und mein Lichen. 



TRANStATlON'. 

This did I sing to thee, as with the rose 

Of early spring my joy began to dawn, 

But fortune's- malice or caprice oft shows 

A darkened lot, where hope a> fair had drawn ; 
So rests already in the cool moss grave, 
She who to me this transient pleasure gave, 
And all that I from that time now retain, 
Is this poor song, my passion, and my pain. 

RoSKNlRANfc. 



MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS FAREWELL TO FRANCE. 

AdieW, soft ktridscape ! to remembrance dear, 
Adieu, sweet shore ! and brightly blue, and cleat, 
The skies of France !— Jo, heav'n, (why failed my prayers ?) 
From youth's- fond? joys, my heart in anger beats— 
Calls me to yonder northern realm austere, 
A throne's mocked grandeur — state I loathe, and fear : 

Vain pageantry of rank !— vain pomp of power ! 

Light weighs yonr worth in sorrow's deadly hour ! 

Like day's gleam sunken hi to cheerless* night, 
The loved coast fades : alas ! my lingering sight 
Bewildered traces scenes beyond recm, 
While meniory'* dreams restore the ties of Gaul ; 
Ties round my soul entwined perhaps for ever, 
Or which the future but with life shall sever. 

Franoe ! where happy m a Consort's smiles, 

1 lived — I reigned— -dreadless of fortune's guiles, 

" O Franc* farewell ! beloved France farewell !" 

Unwelcome word ! of parting peace the knell : 

Farewell, *» eob* c# my soul doth thrill, 

As from a depth where hope entombed lies still. 

Sad is the word, but sadder yet the heart 
Its utterance rends, when one •< farewell" must part 
A mortal wakened mid- enchantment's dream, 

Sweet hope's illnswmg ■ p lea sure's festive scene ■ 

From genial joys; from Mfe, or all life's worth 

Cancel the vision of delight on earth, 

And whilst tears burning strive in vain to flow, 

Pltim the low heart in misery's depths of woe ! 

What clouds ill-omened yonder northern skies 
In gloom envelope ? — turn ye tearful eyes 
Toward France *aee more, that dearly cherished l«n4, 
Where- ones ye sparkled at fight joy's command ; 
Ye turn in vain !-^the fleeting shores recede, 
No vestige lingers ! — then farewell indeed ! 

These murmuring: winds, do they fell threatening breaths 
From AllnWs elifts ?^and with funereal wreath, 
Crest the brown waves? combine my course to darken, 
And bid my soul to dread forebodings hearken ? 



